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Summary: Hiccup, a Resistance pilot, is taken prisoner by the First 
Order. He finds help in the strangest of places: A female Storm 
trooper. Inspired by AvannaK on Tumblr's wondrous art! Reviews are 
appreciated ! 


Breaking From the Storm 

A/N: Contains spoilers for The Force Awakens. You have been warned. 
Also, there are probably many, many inaccuracies, so please point 
them out and correct them if you catch one. 

Totally unedited; I'm not sure where it's going, but I would 
appreciate feedback. Please read and review! 

Based on ideas created by the wonderful AvannaK. While my plot seems 
to stick more with the plot of TFA, hers is still pretty amazing. 
There's a link to her Tumblr account below. If you have a Tumblr 
account, go follow her there! 

Hiccup's had his share of sticky situations as a Resistance pilot, 
but he's never actually been taken prisoner by the First Order. 

Now two Storm Troopers watch him for whatever counts as morning, 
noon, and night on this infernal First Order ship. Now he's bound to 
a chair with steel bracelets. Now he's slowly being killed by a 
brother he hadn't known was still alive. 

"Come on, little brother ... give up your secret..." 

The great pressure in his head makes him wish Dagur would kill him 
already. He's inside this tin can of a cell, and his head feels like 
someone is pounding a nail into it. 

"Well, that can be arranged. But I'd hate to send you off without 
first learning _where that cursed map is..."_ 



He'd forgotten Dagur is trying to read his mind_._ 

_"The Resistance ... will not... be int imidated . . . and neither ... will I," 
_Hiccup croaks. _ "Dagur ... come on."_ 

"Sorry, brother." The pressure increases, and Hiccup devotes himself 
to keeping it from paging through his mind like a book so he can't 
tell what Dagur says next. He does hear his older brother's 
malevolent, gleeful tone, like he's about to win via cheating and he 
knows it . . . 

Hiccup's first thought upon waking is, _0h boy, a_ _Storm Trooper is 
in my face_. 

The unmistakable white helmet and black lenses are right up against 
his face, brushing his nose and scraping his forehead mercilessly. "I 
could kill you right now. You know that?" 

His second thought is,_ 0h,_ _it ' s a female Storm Trooper. 

Wait-huh?_ 

"Seems like ev'ryone's out to kill me," he says feebly. "So yeah, 
y'could say I knew. Didn't know Storm Troopers had ladies in their 
ranks, though." 

The Trooper continues as if she didn't hear him. 

"But I'm not gonna. Sword Ren's given me my orders. Until you give up 
the secret, I can't lay a finger on you." Her voice is husky; or 
perhaps it's just the helmet. "But trust me, _Hiccup Organa. 

She spits out his name as if it were a vile thing. And, Hiccup 
realizes, to her it probably is. "When you're no longer important, 

I'm gonna load my blaster. And the General's precious youngest son is 
gonna be ash under my foot." 

Hiccup stiffens in shock. How did she know? 

"Oh yeah. Master Ren told us all who you are. Fact of the matter is, 
he's gonna use you to find the map, then blackmail the General into 
surrendering," the Trooper hisses. 

_It ' s almost like she can tell what's going on in my mind_. Hiccup 
thinks. But there is another, more pressing question on his mind. "Who 
are you?" he asks. "Why do you care so much?" 

"Because you are wrong! You kill dozens of innocent people, _ my 
comrades_, every day and_ you don't care ! Her voice shakes with 
fury. "You serve evil, and your stupid General is lying to the 
galaxy ! " 

Hiccup recognizes that tone of voice. She's grieving. She mourns the 
loss of her friends, and she believes in the cause she's fighting 
for . 

_I can admire that_. Hiccup realizes. _She ' s passionate, and she has 
a sense of duty. It's like she said-she wants to do good, and she 
thinks serving the First Order is right. She's not evil. She's 



grieving 

"I'm sorry you think I want to hurt... your friends," he says. He 
hopes that maybe this will calm her down, or at least stop her from 
killing him. "Truly, I want freedom for the galaxy. That's the only 
reason I fight; I promise galaxy wants peace, and I don't see peace 
down the path the First Order is taking. That's the only reason I 
fight; I promise you." 

"I don't..." The Storm Trooper pauses. She pulls back and straightens 
herself. And then, she takes off her helmet. 

Hiccup's breath is briefly stolen. 

Wisps of blond hair frame a pale, round face with no freckles he 
didn't know better, he'd say she looked like a corpse. Her blue eyes, 
big and sunken, have a spark of ... curiosity , maybe, lighting them and 
showing that she's still alive. She has the potential to be very 
beaut iful .. ._already is very beautiful, _ something inside him is 
saying . 

But she looks like she hasn't known anything but rage and hate to 
come from other people, and she looks almost _sad._ 

"You're telling the truth," she says. She sounds astonished and 
confused. "But ... Captain always said..." 

"Your hair," Hiccup says stupidly. "I thought all Storm Troopers had 
it buzz-cut . " 

She drops her gaze to her feet. "I'm the only female Storm Trooper 
there is in the First Order. I can keep my hair long if it's tied 
up." She sounds a bit defiant-as if he'd said he disapproved. 

_She ' s lying, _ Hiccup guesses. _ Maybe she's not actually supposed to 
have it up, but nobody knows she didn't get it cut. Who 'd've 
guessed?_ 

"Why are you the only female Trooper? What about-" 

"Doesn't matter!" she snaps. "I can fight, and that's all that 
matters . " 

Fascinating. A female Trooper who keeps her hair long. 

"Don't try buttering me up," the woman says with ice and iron in her 
tone. "It's not like you care what Storm Troopers are; you kill them 
without giving a second thought. You tried to kill XL-361." 

That doesn't sound f amiliar ... Hiccup runs through his mental logbook 
for any Troopers he might have killed on Jakku... 

"The one who was helping kill all those villagers? The one with the 
white armor, looks like plastic..." 

"Is that a joke?" 

"I think my brain's addled from being invaded by my traitor brother. 
But I could've sworn you killed him." 



"Don't pin your crimes on me," she hisses. "You killed one of my only 
friends in the entire Order." 

Hearing that, a rush of clarity finally graces Hiccup's aching, 
muddled brain. This woman is more than what Storm Trooper 
conditioning has made her. She must be, to feel so deeply for her 
fellow Troopers. To have aimed away from the villagers that night on 
Jakku . . . 

"He was trying to kill a defenseless old being. I had to do 
something," Hiccup responds. "I think you would've done the 're not 
one of them ... Somewhere in your heart, you know it's wrong." 

She flinches. "What-no-I-" 

"I just mean, if you saw someone trying to kill someone weak and 
helpless, I think you'd do something about it. 

She frowns. "Oh, we're having an argument about morals now? You're 
playing that card, pulling on my heartstrings so I'll turn to the 
Resistance?" she says flatly. "Shut your mouth." 

Hiccup tries to shrug, but the restraints make it painful. "Okay. I 
just-I think you're more than a Storm Trooper, er-" 

"AS-710," she says. She doesn't meet his eyes, and her voice is a tad 
smaller and more thoughtful. Hiccup guesses she's faltering, and he 
sees a chance for freedom. For himself and her. So he starts talking 
fast and desperately, hoping, _ praying _she'll listen_._ 

"Look, Sword-Dagur-whatever he calls himself-Ren, is crazy. He's 
trying to make sure the Dark Side rules all, and he wants revenge on 
the Organa family for how he was treated there. He doesn't care who 
kills and who gets killed as long as he gets what he wants. If you 
leave with me, if you help me escape, I can protect you from that. 
You'll be safe in the Resistance, I promise. You can actually help 
the galaxy from there, and-" 

"Shut up!" the Trooper barks. 

Hiccup recoils in surprise. "If you'll just _listen_-" he 
protests . 

"I_ have_ listened," she says stiffly. "But my shift is over. I have 
to go . " 

She plunks the helmet back on her head and turns around. 

Then he remembers something. "How can you tell I'm telling the 
truth? " 

She marches to the door without giving any sign that she heard him, 
hits a few buttons, and stalks out. A new, unfamiliar Storm Trooper 
takes her place at the door, which closes after his arrival with a 
bang that sounds somehow final. 

Hiccup is left in the gleaming, not-quite-illuminated cell, wondering 

what exactly she's gonna do. Will she think about what she's 

said? 



&X&X& 


AS-710. A meaningless collection of letters and numbers to some; a 
name to the Troopers. A name to AS-710 herself, the only female 
Trooper aside from Captain Typhoomerang herself. 

She has never been told that she is worth more than her cause, and 
she is devout in believing it. She is a tool for the First Order, 
they all are; and she is happy that she can be used for such a noble 
cause . 

At least, that's what she's telling herself as she goes to have lunch 
in the mess hall. 

As she stands in line, helmetless once again, she reminds herself 
that she wouldn't even be alive if it weren't for the First 
Order . 

_Your family were slaves_, she remembers Captain Typhoomerang saying. 
_They were enslaved to a ridiculous, entitled belief. You, by 
fighting for the First Order, defy that belief and spare many future 
families from that lowest point. You are serving the noble Supreme 
Leader, and you will be happy doing so. You will crush anyone who 
stands in our way. There is no other life but war as long as our 
opposers live._ 

_You are serving the galaxy. Kill the unbelievers ._ 

_Serve with undying loyalty until you yourself die. Never deviate 
from orders . _ 

_Serve. Kill. Obey._ 

As she receives her food tray, an image of the rebel pilot comes 
unbidden to her mind. Auburn hair sticking every which way, stained 
maroon with blood. Skin dotted with freckles. Green eyes wide, 
pleading with more than just the words coming out of his mouth. 

And the sudden, sharp feeling of _truth_, of _rightness,_ evoked by 
his words. 

AS-710 has sensed similar things before... But never while Captain 
Typhoomerang, or General Spitelout, or even Master Ren was in the 
room . 

_"You're not one of them ... Somewhere in your heart, you know it's 
wrong . 

_The way he looked at me when I removed my mask ... nobody ' s ever 
looked at me like that before. Like he thought I was pretty. Like I 
was something besides a Storm Trooper, _she remembers. Something warm 
is putting an extra spring in her step as she receives her food and 
goes to hunt down her regular seat. With a start, she realizes it's 
happiness . 

_He ' s a rebel! What does he know about right and wrong? He's just 
angling for me to get him out of there; he said as much himself, _she 
reminds herself. _What does he know about beauty? You can't fall for 
his tricks. You're a soldier; what matters is your skill with a 
blaster and your speed to take a fallen Trooper's place. Don't trust 



your gut, trust your orders. 


But she can't deny that he felt _right_, somehow. She hasn't felt 
something so strong since the Jakku village massacre, when they first 
captured the pilot. The General was an idiot to send his own son on 
such a mission; his face is too recognizable. Someone was bound to 
rat him out . 

She will never admit it, but she intentionally aimed away from the 
villagers multiple times. The sense of fear and the screams of 
children muddled her resolve, and she just couldn't do it. 

_I remember being a child. I remember my mother screaming and holding 
on to me. Like she'd never let me go._ 

_"Your hair-I thought Storm Troopers had to have it buzz-cut. 

_I remember hair. Long, beautiful hair that I could play with and 
braid. . .Maybe it was my mother's, or mine... I don't know. I wish I 
did ._ 

AS-710 sits down at an empty table and begins eating absentmindedly . 
The meat is like a hunk of solidified desert sand, but she knows not 
to complain. 

_I'm a soldier now. I'm a soldier for a good cause, _ she repeats. 

_Bad food is nothing compared to what the Resistance will do if they 
win ._ 

_But he just feels so truthful... _ 

_He must be being tricked, brainwashed. That's the only explanation. 

I know the Resistance is evil. He must not, _AS-710 decides. 

And then the alarm rings. 

Hiccup doesn't hear the clang, precisely. He hears a faint 
chime/beeping, and he sees the Storm Trooper on guard stiffen and 
mutter, "No. No, not now. Please not now." 

"Need to use the fresher? Go ahead; I won't stop you," Hiccup says 
pleasantly . 

The Storm Trooper jerks and gives him what must be a baleful look. 
"No. And unless you want to lose _your_ fresher privileges, I suggest 
you_ keep quiet. 

"Have it your way, " Hiccup replies, without losing his agreeable 
tone . 

The beeping grows louder. The Storm Trooper grumbles. "I'd better 
go." He makes as if to leave-and then halts. "Don't you move a 
muscle!" he orders. 

And then he punches a few buttons and runs out. 

"Wouldn't dream of it," Hiccup murmurs dryly. "After all, I'm all 
tied up... for now." 



&X&X& 


Resistance fighters are storming the base. X-wings currently bomb the 
outer cannons, and AS-710 doesn't know what to do. 

She followed Captain Typhoomerang out of habit, but her thoughts are 
with the green-eyed pilot being guarded by JB-007, and the feeling of 
_rightness, _and she's not sure she wants to follow orders this 
time . 

_Darn it, that pilot's bewitched me. Follow orders, AS-710 !_ she 
reminds herself again. 

_"Come with me, and you can be free."_ 

_He ' s not even gonna escape at this rate ... unless that dimwit JB-007 
forgot to close the door behind him again. I should probably check 
that ._ 

&X&X& 

Heather Organa is an expert at moving with stealth. After all, it was 
she who proposed the idea of bombing the First Order's ship while 
someone snuck in. And that someone is, naturally, her. Since she is 
Force-sensitive, she can sense feelings and thoughts from the people 
around her-and thus she can tell whenever a Trooper is coming. 

She didn't count on the cell holding her brother to be wide open, 
though . 

"Hey, Heather," her brother says dryly. He's bound in a big metal 
thing that looks like it could make a very nice recliner-were it not 
completely made of metal and almost completely vertical. "Nice of you 
to drop in. The Storm Trooper was kind enough to leave the door open 
for visitors . " 

"I can see that," Heather replies. She isn't sure whether she wants 
to murder her brother or throw her arms around him. "Did you give 
them the secret of the map?" 

Hiccup winces, guilt apparent in his eyes. "Dagur used the Force on 
me. I don't quite know, 'cause I passed out, but he seems pleased. 

And that ' s bad news . " 

Heather hurries to him and starts running her hands over the 
restraints, looking for weaknesses. "I have Tuffnut and Ruffnut 
bombing the base right now. They'll distract the Troopers while I get 
you out of here. With luck, they'll hit Dagur." 

"Tuffnut and Ruffnut? I hope Dad's got deep pockets." 

"They may be the most annoying smugglers on the Outer Ring, but they 
know their explosives," Heather says. "And they love doing it." 

"Oh yeah, about Dagur..." 

&X&X& 

AS-710 runs down the metallic corridor, heart beating in time with 



her rushed, desperate footsteps. Her gun is cold and comforting in 
her grip. 

_Find the pilot, find the pilot, find the pilot. _ 

_"How can you sense what I'm feeling?"_ 

_Don't wonder about that right now. Nobody needs to know, especially 
him. Just find the pilot. _ 

The cell door is open when AS-710 gets there. 

"Son of a Sith!" AS-710 mutters. "That idiot half-brother of a Hutt, 
that absolute rat-eating _blood bucket ! "_ 

She runs in, whispering yet more oaths and praying the pilot hasn't 
escaped yet. 

Good news: He hasn't escaped yet. 

Bad news: He's out of the restraints and standing next to a tall 
woman with a black fishtail braid and fierce green eyes, whom she 
recognizes as Captain Heather Organa. 

Her blaster is aimed quicker than she can think. "Stand 
down . " 

Heather Organa steps in front of her brother, aiming her own gun. 

"Not today. Storm Trooper. You stand down, or I shoot. And unlike 
your brethren, I can actually aim." Her voice is laced with 
menace . 

AS-710 feels the rage radiating off the other woman like Aquilaris' 
tidal waves, and she doesn't doubt that Heather will shoot. 

That means she has to shoot first. 

AS-710 lays a finger on her trigger and prepares to fire. She will do 
her duty by the First Order. She will do what is right. 

And then someone is so close to her that the barrel of her gun is 
less than an inch away from him. "Come with us. You know it's 
right . " 

_"Hiccup!"_ Heather squawks. "He's a _Storm Trooper !"_ 

"_She_, " Hiccup corrects without looking away from AS-710. He seems 
unfazed by the blaster currently aimed at his chest; his eyes are, in 
fact, alight with hope and determination. "The Light side of the 
Force is strong with you; it's the only explanation for how your 
morality survived conditioning." 

AS-710 's grip loosens in surprise. _He thinks I'm-I'm a Jedi? 

But . .no. . ._ 

_But how else would I have been able to sense emotions? _another 
voice in her head reasons. 



Heather tries to push past her brother. "Hiccup-" 

Hiccup holds up a hand. "Uh, Heather? You're pushing me closer to the 
gun, sis . " 

Heather freezes, eyes on the blaster. 

AS-710 then remembers what she's doing. "I don't know what you saw," 
she says tightly. "But I have my orders. What does a rebel know of 
right and wrong, anyway?" 

Hiccup shrugs. "Same as you, I expect. I saw you-the choice you 
made-on Jakku, " he says frankly. "You pointed your blaster away from 
the villagers. You know, like I know, what's right, even if you 
aren't aware of it yet." 

She can practically hear Captain Typhoomerang ' s lecture in her ears 
again: __"Storm Troopers, you are going into your first battle. You 
will not feel the slightest bit of pity or sorrow. What is a life, 
after all, in the grand scheme of things? Load your blasters. Prepare 
your minds to fire."_ 

But the lecture is as a pebble in the sea of _rightness _that comes 
with Hiccup's words, a feeling so alien and yet so familiar that 
AS-710 can hardly think just for feeling. 

His words in the cell come back to her-a promise of freedom, of 
happiness. If she joined him, helped him escape... 

_If I left, I could wear my hair however I wanted. _ 

"You do have a choice," Hiccup murmurs. Naked honesty shines in his 
eyes. He's looking at her like she's an actual person, and she 
suddenly wants so badly to be taken in by his words... 

AS-710 drops the blaster. "Okay." 

Hiccup is grinning so hard his cheeks hurt. "Might wanna keep the 
blaster. We've got a lot of work to do." 


End 
f ile . 



